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had the buffet car taken off. It was in the middle, so they
had to run half the train a way up the line to some sidings
to get rid of the offending coach. That kept us at the
station (in .pouring rain—it has rained all the way down
from Murmansk) for over an hour.
Just as we were getting in to start again, a lady was
hustled into the admiral's compartment. No one had seen
her before and our attendant tried to keep her out and
shouted that she hadn't a ticket in our coach. But no one
took any notice and she disappeared into the compartment
where there was already the admiral and three other Russian
naval officers. So one bunk will have to accommodate
two people.
1 September
The lady is still in the admiral's compartment: I caught
sight of her having breakfast there this morning, with all
four of them. Our attendant makes up in cleanliness what
she lacks in toughness, for although she fails to keep out •'
unauthorised passengers, she does come in every day with a
bunch of birch twigs, which she dips in water and then
uses to sweep the floor. Even the lavatory hasn't reached the
customary state of dirt. Bella major is still sleeping and she
forms a huge mound in the opposite bunk. The mother
and child are outside; so is father; and the eldest of the
two children is drawing in the top bunk, having just had
a game with my typewriter. She has typed the numbers
1 to 10 and learnt the English for them.
At the peat village a strange thing happened. The little
boy whom I gave some bread to, on the way to Murmansk,
was there again, selling cucumbers. He came up with a
broad smile and gave me one. He didn't seem to want
money; but he accepted some cigarettes.
Bread was still short there. A sailor from the train
auctioned one loaf of black bread. He held it up and it was
hatched in silence by a crowd of women and children. • It

